A RUSSIAN STEEL WORKS

was not a pleasant sight, but one which was to
become familiar to me in every district I visited in
Russia.

Our house looked outwardly attractive. It was
not particularly well repaired, but it was well-built,
and I thought that the interior would be satisfactory.
We climbed the stone steps and marched into the
hallway, where an amazing spectacle met our gaze.
The hallway was packed with workmen with
buckets, brushes, brooms and paper knives. Some
were scraping off the wallpaper while others were
slapping paste on to the walls in readiness for fresh
coverings. Other people hurried through the hall
from room to room, whilst others crept about the
floors chipping and painting the surface. The whole
scene was one of utter confusion heightened by the
fact that everyone seemed to get in everyone else's
way.

A glance around assured me that things might
be reasonable enough when the redecorating was
complete. The house consisted of six rooms, a
bathroom and a kitchen. Naturally, after what I
had been told, I imagined that the house was for
our exclusive use. My surprise was great when the
interpreter blandly informed me that only the
bathroom and three other rooms were reserved for
us; fourteen other people would occupy the remain-
ing rooms and have access to our bathroom.

" Whatever do you mean by this ? " I asked the
representative of the Town Soviet, who had accom-
panied us to the house. " How on earth do you
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